An excellent Medley, 


Which you may admire at (without offence) 
For every line {peakes a contrary fence. 


The Tune is, Tarletons Medley , 


Ea 4% 


1 Summer time when folks make Hay, <} What ſhall we doe in fh ſe ſad dapes - 


Allis not true that prople ſay, Vill not the wicked mend their wayes, 
The Fol's the wiſeſt in the Puy, 72 Some loſe their lives in dꝛunken krayes. 
tuſh take away your hand. tze pudding burnes fo th pot: 
The Ftdlers boy hath bꝛoke his Baſe, The Coper laxesthe Cub 's be pitt, 
Sirs is it not * pitteous caſe, 95 The Cobler meaches what he lift, 
Moſt callants loath to ſmell the Pate, Io Their knaverynow ts manifeſt, 
of Woodſtreet. | hold halter. 
The City followes tourtlp p2ide, V When the fifth Henry ſail'd fo prance 
Ioneſweares we cannot lohn abide, BY Let me alone fo2 a Country dance, 
Dicke wrare* a Dag ger by his fide, Nell doth bewarle her tluckiefic chance 
come teil us whet's to pay. W fie on falſc hearted men: l 
The Lawpers thuves bp of:rrs fol, ws Dicke Tarleton was à merry ſoagge. 
The weakeſt alwayes goes to th' wall, Harke how that pꝛating Alſe doth b:agge; 
The Shoomaker tommandeth eil 22, John Dorv ſold his ambling Hagge, 
at's pleaſure. = fo; Nick ſwawes. 


as 


| Fu? 
The Weaver pꝛayes fo: Piſwines ſio;e, The Saxloz counts fie Ship his houſe 
A petty woman was Ianc Shore, — Ile ſey ns moꝛe ht Duns ie Mouſe, 


Kicke the baſe Raſcail out oth dooꝛe, He is no man that ſcoznes a I ouſe, 

peace peace, you b2awling curres. £3 vaine pꝛide undoes the Land: 
A Couckolds band weares aut behind, 2 Mard hearted men makes Coꝛne ſo deare 
Eis caſte to beguſld the blind. I Few French-men love well Enzlith Bere 
All people are not of one mind, * J hope ere long god ne wes fo heare, 

hold Carman, 2 hey Luſtick, 
H 

Our women cut their haſre like men,. 5 No Hides are cheape, fie Tanner thiyes 
The Cocks oꝛe maſtred by the Hen. e Vang thoſe baſe knaves that beat their wive 
There's hardly one gad friend in ten, es Ye nerds mult go whom the De vill v2ives 4 

turne there on the right hond: „ Godbleſſe us from a Gun: i 
But few regard the cryes o'th po2c- ©; The Beavd'esmake fhe lame to runne., 
Will (pendeth ell upon a whoze, 2, Uaunt not befoꝛe the battel's wonne, 
The Sonldicrionoeth foco ore; A Cloud ſometimes map hide the ſunne, 


bzave knocking, 10 chance medley, 
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He Surgeon th2ives by fenc ing ſchwlee, 
Some fo2 ſtrong liquoꝛ pawn their toles, 
Fo? one wile man there's twenty fooles- 

oh when ſhall we be marrted - 
In time of pouth when 7 was wilde, 
ho toucheth pitch ſhall be defild, 
Mol is afraid that ſhe's with chile; 
peace Peter * 


The pooze till hopes foꝛ better dayes, 
Ix doe not love the ſe long delayes. 
All love and charity decayes; 

in the dayes of old: 
Ame very loath to pawn my cloak. 
Mere voberty doth me pꝛovoke, 
They ſays ſcald head is loon byoke, 

pooꝛe trading. 
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To the ſame Tune. 


h i TORR N 
W AVON 
- 0 lat | a 
eee 
Heigh foꝛ Ne England, hoyſe up ſaile 
. e ee wil — ö 
Fill me a cup ok nappy Ale, 
©: hang care, the King's a comming, 
fs This Egge hath long a hatching bun, 
ut When vou have done then we'll beg in, 
D 


Oh what an age do we li vs in. 
hang pinching. 


From Long-lane cloath, + Turn- ſtile bots. 
O fic upon theſeſcabbed Cates, 
©z The cheapeſt meat is Reddiſh rots, 
<4 come, al fo2 a penny: 
Light my Tobacco quickly here, 
65 There lies a pꝛetty woman nete, 

This Boy will come to naught 3 feare. 


2 pꝛoud Corcombe, 


Che wozld is full of odious ſins, 


| 


Marke, mother harke, there's newes in town, _ ts ten to one but this Hoꝛſe wine, 


What tell you me of halfe a Crowne, 
Nowthe Extiſe is going downe, 

thou pꝛateſt like an Aste: 
Aſcozne the coyne give me te mar, 
332ap pledge the health Sir, J began. 
J love King Charles ſap what por can> 
God ſave him. 


The Dutch: men thyive by Sea and L nt, 
Women are Ships and muſt be man'd, 
Let's bꝛavelyto our colours fon, 

Courage myhearts of Gold: 
J read in modern Hiſtortes, 
The Bing ok Swedens Victories, 
At Iſlinatonthere's Pudding Pes; 

hot Cuſtards. 


The Tarxſter is undon by Chalk, 
Tulb tis in vaine fo p25 te and totke, 


The Parrat pꝛattles, welke knaves, walke 


Duke Hume ties in Paulcs: 


The ſouldiers hath but fmallregard; (Yard, oy 


There's wckkly newes in Pauls-Church 


Th} pooꝛe man cries the woꝛld g20ws hard; 


7 cold winter, 


*. Fols[ct ſtœls to bze k wiſe mens ſhins, 
4 This man's moꝛe knave then kwle, 
Ine olt in p2ivate mats with Tom, 
u band thou art kindly welcome home, 
g Haſt any money - lend me lome, 
Wo I'm? b2oken, 
e Jn anctent times all things were cheap, 
Tts gad to lok beto2e pou leap, 
hen Coꝛn is ripe, tis time to xeap, 
5 once walking by the way. 
<> A'ealous man the Cuckow loathes, 
The Gallant complements with Dathes, 
A wcnch will make you (cll your cloathes, 
& ranne Bꝛoker. 
* The Conrticrs and the Countryman, 
g etẽs live as honeſt as we can. 
W When Arthur firſt in Court began, 
© his men woꝛe hanging flee ves. 
2g In Mav when Graſſe and Flowers green, 
2 The ſtrangeſt ſiaht that cre was ſeen, 
God ſendour graciou Kings and Queen 


to London, 
FINIJD. 
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